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passport there which would take me back to Pesaro, where I
could get my trunk and pay the officer whose horse it was.
I had money and jewels on me, but I wanted my trunk.
Teresa was at Rimini, and I was forbidden to set foot in
that town.
It was raining. I was in silk stockings and a fine laced
toat. I stopped to shelter in the porch of a church, and
usked a peasant who was sheltering there also if he could
get me a carriage, and he went off in search of one. Before
he returned a string of mules came by on their way to
Rimini; as they passed I mechanically laid my hand on the
neck of one, and keeping step with the animal, I re-entered
the town without any one paying the slightest attention to
me. I presented myself at Teresa's door in a strange plight:
a nightcap was pulled over my hair, my hat on the top of
that, my gold-mounted stick hidden under my coat, which
I had turned inside out. In spite of her joy at seeing me she
was terrified at the risk I was running, and made me prom-
ise to leave for Bologna as soon as possible.
I spent the day with my sweetheart. Having bribed the
muleteer to let me pass as one of his men, I left with him at
dusk, and arrived safely at Bologna, where I was obliged to
wait until my passport came from Rome. I had to have
some new linen and clothing made, and this led me to think
seriously of the future. The calling of ecclesiastic had be-
come so distasteful to me, that I decided to fling my cassock
to the winds, and assume in its stead a military uniform.
Such a decision was only natural at my age, and especially
as I had been living between two armies, where the military
habit alone imposed respect. La Mort, a tailor, took my
measure, and in two days I was transformed mto a disciple
of Mars. I furnished myself with a long sword, a black
cockade, and a false pigtail. I remember now how agree-
ably myself impressed me as I stood before a looking-glass.
My uniform was white with a blue vest, and a gold and
silver shoulder knot. I was pleased with my own appearance,
and I strutted about the town, read the gazette at the cafe,